ONE
NEIGHBOUR: I came down to the store and stopped in to see you.
We live so far away!
MOTHER: It's twenty years since I've been up to the top of the street
NEIGHBOUR: You're looking well.
MOTHER: You think so?
NEIGHBOUR: Things happen. Two days ago they brought in my
neighbour's son with both arms sliced off by the machine.
[She sits doum.]
MOTHER: Rafael?
NEIGHBOUR: Yes. And there you have him. Many times I've thought
your son and mine are better off where they are - sleeping, resting
- not running the risk of being left helpless.
MOTHER: Hush. That's all just something thought up - but no con-
solation.
NEIGHBOUR [sighing]: Ay!
MOTHER [sighing]: Ay!
[Pause.]
NEIGHBOUR [sadly]: Where's your son?
MOTHER: He went out.
NEIGHBOUR: He finally bought the vineyard!
MOTHER: He was lucky.
NEIGHBOUR: Now he'll get married.
MOTHER [as though reminded of something, she draws her chair near the
NEIGHBOUR]: Listen.
NEIGHBOUR [in a confidential manner]: Yes. What is it?
MOTHER: You know my son's sweetheart?
NEIGHBOUR: A good girl!
MOTHER: Yes, but...
NEIGHBOUR: But who knows her really well? There's nobody. She
lives out there alone with her father - so far away - fifteen miles
from the nearest house. But she's a good girl. Used to being alone.
MOTHER: And her mother?
NEIGHBOUR: Her mother I AW know. Beautiful. Her face glowed like
a saint's - but I never liked her. She didn't love her husband.
MOTHER [sternly]: Well, what a lot of things certain people know!
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